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of instantly recognising each one of them, of un-
failingly recalling their private histories. Alas! this
was not easy. A royal memory for faces is difficult
to cultivate;   it has probably to be inherited.   A
Rhodes Scholar who was at Balliol with me had tea
with another Rhodes Scholar at Magdalen.   The
Prince of Wales was there. This was in 1913.  Some
years after the war he met the Prince again.  The
Rhodes Scholar was now a Professor in an Australian
University.  The Prince was opening a new wing,
and the Oxford men on the teaching staff were
presented. My acquaintance came first. Before any
one could speak the Prince said, "How are you,
Blank?   Do you remember meeting me at tea in
Dash's rooms at Magdalen in 1913?  And how is
Dash?"   And he proved to have much later in-
formation about Dash than the Professor. He had
got both their names of course; the Blank and Dash
here are merely evidence that, though the Professor
told me his story within the last twelve months, at
the moment of writing both the names have escaped
me. My memory, though variable, is definitely not
royal. When I was at Balliol, the President of the
OJJ.D.S. asked me to go down to the station one
evening to meet William Archer.   That eminent
Ibsenite dramatic critic was descending on Oxford
for the first night of the annual O.XLD.S. production.
Unfortunately I had never seen a photograph of
William Archer, nor had Gerry Hopkins been able
to describe him to me. I scanned the faces of the
passengers anxiously. Few of them seemed to me to
resemble very convincingly what I imagined that
an eminent Ibsenite dramatic critic should look like